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could see people standing up, many leaving, others
calling out incoherently. Police were advancing over
the sward. Then the rain came down in a deluge,
fiercely delighted as though it wanted to drown the
world. . . ,

And that was the end of the Polchester Pageant

Later, unexpectedly, miraculously, followed the
most lovely moment of her life. As to that, who
knows? For Penny has still so much of her life in
front of her. But will there be, can there be any
interval of time packed, like a treasure-box, with so
many sweets, so many fragrances? A glory of the
moon, of the peace after storm, of perfect trust and
understanding, of love given and returned?

For peace did follow tihe storm. Poor Mrs.
Braund had broken her ankle; also on her forehead
there was a dark bruise. She had been carried to her
home, and now, in the dark room scented with the
roses beyond the window, the Archdeacon sat beside
the bed holding her hand. He felt the hand shake
and heard her whisper: * Ernest, everyone hates me.
They tried to kill me/

But at Mrs. Cronin's it had been like the
chattering of birds. ' My dear, what happened?
Oh, but do tell us? You were there? Was Mrs.
Braund dragged from her horse? Did someone hit
her? What was everyone else doing? There was a
sort of free fight, wasn't there? Do you think
they'll do something to-night, come up and burn
people's houses or something? Anyway, what's it
all about? Why is everyone so angry? Is it the
unemployed? Someone said they're going out to
Carpledon to burn the Bishop's palace down.'